Inventory 


Already longest trial in our history...| think. Research Department can’t find 
out. 


Clients out of money. Been bled dry by attorneys who have exceeded even 
the rapacious hallmarks of their profession. Network has instituted a kitty, 
under various headings, all containing the word justice. 


One juror has died, camera unfortunately lingering on face to show his 
ostensible inattention. 


Judge, and | quote, “I no longer give a fuck. Stopped listening 
months ago. Out in a year for retirement.” Well, that’s our deadline, then. 


Sex’ll drive us up to there. New revelations of grossest pig behavior of all 
parties 

will sustain ratings. Queers in the last episode. 

Then an agreement of parties which we'll force to end the whole fiasco. 


Prime time special where it’ll all be explained to jerkoff public. With charts 
like Congress does. Now, any more comments or questions? 


Oh, | forgot to cover future showbiz careers. Network owns the agency 
handling it. About forty percent off the top. So, keeps on giving! 

Should take us to reruns: showers of cash then! 

The one we call Tabasco Cunt will be bankable by Hollywood. None of the 
men, more accountants than studs, really. Though our porno branch 
always wants to show that nonstop talker eating her. Shut him up! 

Just a footnote: Least talented‘ll hit gospel circuit-the ole Jesus horseshit. 


Okay! That’s a wrap. | got Little League. 


